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speculative assurance that we never can
succeed. We never can succeed, I mean,
in rendering reform less necessary or life
happier; but of course in any specific
reform we may succeed half the time, thereby
sowing the seeds of new and higher evils, to
keep the edge of virtue keen. And in reality
we, or the Absolute in us, are succeeding all
the time; the play is always going on, and
the play's the thing.

It was inevitable that Royce should have
been at home only in this circle of Pro-
testant and German intuitions; a more
refined existence would have seemed to him
to elude moral experience. Although he was
born in California he had never got used
to the sunshine; he had never tasted peace.
His spirit was that of courage and labour.
He was tender in a bashful way, as if in
tenderness there was something pathological,
as indeed to his sense there was, since he
conceived love and loyalty to be divine
obsessions refusing to be rationalised; he
saw their essence in the child who clings to
an old battered doll rather than accept a
new and better one. Following orthodox
tradition in philosophy, he insisted on seeing